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No Fuss end Feathers, No Extravagantly Ridiculous Statements, but

THE TRUE AND ONLY REASON WHY

We Make the Lowest Prices Ever Known on First-class Clothing is This:

The weather has been unusually warm and we are under the necessity of making a rapid reduction of stock.

We are positive the prices we offer in tl

1.

suit in CASSIMERE, BLACK or WOOD-BROWN CHEVIOT, ANY
FANCY or WIDE WALES, (in fact anything in the suit line except the Plain Cork-

i

For any

screws and Clay Worsteds).

What we mean is that for $13.50

SIX DAYS.

These are in single and double-breasted Sacks, three and four-button Frocks and

you can have choice of any suit (except those

named), snits heretofore held at $15, $16.50, $18 and even $20, FOR THE NEXT

Prince Alberts—all in the best fabrics and fashionable styles.

1s sale will produce the required result.

16.50

For the next siz days WE WILL SELL ANY §$22, §25 or $28 SUIT ;N OI:R
HOUSE. Positively no reserve, THESE ARE THE FINEST CORKSCREWS,
Ete., in Sacks, Cutaway F rocks, Single and Double-breasted Prince Alberts. SOME
OF THEM cannot be matched in any tailoring establishment for less than fifty dollars.

We wish to see what can be done in the way of quick sales.

TWO PRESENTS

With any Suit or Overcoat Sale of $1), or above. we will present
the beautiful Mahogany Tripod Parlor Easel. A handsome and handy

ornament, good for a great number of uses.

give a barrel filled with choice candy.

With every purchase of a Child’s or Boy’s Suit or Overcoat we will

Look at our window display of the choice Suits we here advertise. This is a six days’
sale and means business.

ORIGINAL EAGLE:™

/ WEST WASHINGTON ST.

Hat Department, 16 South Meridian St.

“SI” MILLER'S CONFESSION

-

A Tale of Indiana Rural Life Enacted
Some Ferty Years Ago.

e

How He and His Friend Frightened a Chap
from the City—Story of & Winter Night

in a Village Shoe-Shop.

g

ICTURE TO YOUR-
self the dingy depths
of a little old shoe-
shop permeated by the
pungent aroma of new
leather and presided
~;over bty a jolly old
T Tenton of smooth face

" ~ and luminous counte-
\/’ \_“ 3%, nance, and you have
st M_tno center of mascn-
tine social life in & small country town not
8 hundred miles from Indianapolis. Its
only competitor for this distinction was
the postoffice, but that jovial smile of old
Yawecob Crispin counld draw more idlers
than & candle can millers, and 1t was bis
shop, rather than the postoflice, that took

b
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e
"

|
\
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the place of & nDewspaper In
putting the ocurrent events of the
village into circulation, impars-

ing vo them light and shade and local color
that can never be produced by the cold
types. Here loafed the old men who had
seen wonderful things, and done things
still more wonderful: and they related
these feats over and over again, with par-
donable embellishments, to the great de-

light of & nightly group of small boys who
mingled with them in the circle about the

sleepy old stove and indulged in the gues-

tiouable pleasure of learning to chew to-
acco. _

One rather “erimpy” evening last week
evervbody had been to the postoflice and
nobody had gotten any mail, therefore
everybody returned to the shoe-shop and
sat down again. Coatcollars were turned
down, everybody had a shot at the stove
with tobacco juice snd the crowd settied
into a period of silent rumination and pos-
#ibly meditation. '

Old 8i Miller finally broke the silence by
impressively removing his pipe from his
mouth, knocking the ashes out of it against
the stove and dropping it into bis overcoat
sﬂ'ht. “HBoys bain’t worth a durn nowa-

ays,’’ he began, hauling from the recesses
of another pocket a big vellow pln_g of to-;

o and biting off a generous “‘chaw’
with great deliberation. “‘Hyur itis purty
nigh Chris'mas an’ 1 hain't heerd a gun ner
at?re-enekar yit! Wy, when I was a boy
we injoyed ourselves. Didn’t go 'round
ressed up in & white shirt an’ collar ev ry
day ‘thont s quarter in our pockets an
think ourseives a durn site bettern any-

¥ else, like some folks l”know tain’t
very fur off rite now, neether.

ere all eyes were turned upon an in-
nocent-looking youth from Indianapolis,
whose most conspicnous characteristic
seemed to be a tall, white collar. It seemed
rather chilly all at -
once, for the yound
Wan turned up his
coat eollar, and all
the boys tittered.

,Well, as i wassay-
in’" resumed old Si,

It's been goin’ on
'b'"’-{tl forty,vears |
680. Thar was our
family en' the Frys}
&n" the Smiths—this
Jim Smith byur n
ﬂ:‘o". ahlnn’wnl 1:;

them Smit
boys down whar I was raised. Well, they

was me an’ Tom, my brother, an’ Jim
Smith was runnin’ together, an’ Frys had
three garls, the jolliest erowd yon ever
seed. An’ them gurls! W'y they ain't a
gurl in this town 't could hol’ a candle to
enny one on ‘'em. W'y they had cheeks hike
red apples, an’ I'll bet my hat 't they
could thrash enny man in the house, fair
fist! As was a-sayin’, we'd bin
havin’ a heap o’ fun fur 'bout a week; but
I'm gittin' 'way ahead o' my yarn. ’'Long
in the summer an’ fall, the Frys an’ two
er three more fam’lies ‘round us, bad hosses
atoled from 'em. Us boys done all we counld
to find the thief, but 'twarn’t no use; never
found the thief ner hosses neether, an’
when folks saw 'twasn’t no use to bother
"bont em enny more, they quit.” :

Here the speaker reinforced his “‘quid” of
tobacco by biting off a' second generous
“chaw,” with great deliberation. As a
matter of fact, he was temporizing. He bad
started into this story, and it had oceurred
to him that possibly he had better not tell
1t. However, in a minute or two he started
ahead bravely.

“Well, I'll begin ag'in. "Twas ’bout a
week afore Chrismas. We lived "bout two
miles from town, an’ one afternoon me, an’
Susie Fry, an’ Jim Smith, an’ Susie’'s sister
Jane all walked over to town to see the
stage come in an’ see if they was any mail
We walked purty slow throngh the
woods”—here the old man winked know-
ingly at the siioemaker, who had stopped
work, and sat with a hammer resting on

the sole of an oid shoe and a peg in his

. mouth—"and just got to the tavern as a

sprucy-lookin’ young man, all dressed up
to kill, got off the stage-coach and stood
on the long porch before the hotel. I sesd
him eye onr crowd, and | knowed thar was
goin’ to be trouble. *‘Well,’ I says, ‘I guess
thare ain’t no mail fur us nohow; less go
back.’ But the fool gurls was gigglin’ and
latlin', and said they was cold an’ wanted
10 o in the tavern an’ git warm, aun’ Jim,
the blamed ijit, never tumbled. an' said ho
war durned near froze, so we ail had to go
in, an’ that young smickly-lookin’ cnss was
in there smokin’ a cigar, fust one Jim 'd

ever seen. Them blamed girls laffed, an’
giggled, an’' cut wup, an’ seed
that young duck look over and
smile at  Susie, an’ 1 couldn’s

nt;nnd it no longer. I got right up an’ says
‘I'm goin’ home. Yon folks kin do as you
please,” but I jest keept standin’ there lhike
a feller will, vou know, till Snsie says:
‘Well, why don’t you go? an' I didn’t know
what else to do, 8o | jest went. 1 'lowed
she’d come "bont the time I gor down the
steps, an’ I walked down them steps mignty
slow. Butshe dido't come. Then I walked
down the road. slow like, lookin’ back
every little bit to see if ] had droppedenny-
thing. 1 thought even if ahe didn't care so
mneh fur me she’d come enuyhow, fur I
always brought her a sack o’ candy or pea-
nuts Sunday nights, and [ knowed she
liked it. But I walked all the way through
that dark, cold woods by myself, an’ an
ole owl hooted at me. [ got home jest "hont
dark and bhang 'round tge cross-roads be-
tweeu our house an’ Fry’s, waiting fur the
rest o th’ folks. 1 reckon ] must
awaited two hours, when th moon come
wp an’ 1 heard lafiin an’ talkin' way
throungh the woods. I crawled over be-
hind the fence, where I could have a good
squint ot the road wbhere 1t cowe out @

the wooda, It 'peared to me they come
awful slow, but after while I seed in the
moon-light four people, and tu ot ’em wos
Susie an’ that ecity chap. Well, when I
thonght of that long walk through them
dark woods—Susie, my Susie—1 couldn’t
bardly keep from jumpin’ over that fence
an' throttlin’ that feller, but 1did. I laid
etill till they had got up the road ont of
sight. Then 1 crawled out o' my hidin’ place
and atumYed off home.

*“*When | got home the ole man come purty
near kickin’ me 'cause he bad three cows
to milk an’ wood to earry in. 1 couldn’t
eat no supper an’ poked off to bed 'fore
prayers, an’ couldn’t sleep a8 wink after 1
got thar. I thought o' lots o' schemes to
git even, but warn’t no use; the feller had
me down. Next day maw called me early
to go to town to get some stull she
needed, so 1 took the old mare an’ went.
I never felt so mean at that time o’ year
'fore ner sence, 1 don’t reckon. Well, I
went to town, and when 1 got thare purty
near the fust feller 1 seed was Jim, who'd
come for the same thing I had, I reckon.
Well, when Jim seed me he seemned mighty
tickled an' begun to lafl., | neversed a
word, ’cause I was kinder riley enoyhow,
an’ Jimeeed | was an’ wanted to devil me,
Jim called me ‘Soup’ fur a kind o’ nick-
name.

“*\Well, Soup,” Jim says, ‘that feller's a
dandy.)

“*Who'r von alluding at? says I, kind o’
dignertide, jest ’s if 1 didn’t know; but [
was Xinder mad, you know. He latled at
me ag'in and 'splaned who he ment.

*‘Is he! says I.

“*Yes, he is. He went in the house last
night. Susie told him he better not, but
be did, en’ the ole mandidn’t know what to
think abont Susie comin’ home with a
stranger, but he told theoleman he'd bhad a
knock down to her an’ yon ought to a heerd
bim talk politics an’ everything else to the
ole folks. W'y he knows more’'n eitner of
'em or the school-teacher either. [ went
away and left him there talkin’ an’ I guesa
thev bid "im thare far dinner to-morrer.
Boup, we don't figger 't all.

*“I bit my lip an’ says, "Why don’t that
fellor stay in the city whare he belongs!
Hain't thare no guris thare! Course thare
1s lots of "em, and durn me if he's cammin
dm;m bere an’ take our gurls away from

“‘Bat what air von goin’ to do?’

**W'y i got an indee.””

IHere the shoemaker drove a peg. :

*“'‘Ef he goes to I'ry’a to dinner he won’t
git away 'fore 10 or 11 o'clock, and me and
you'll lay for him in the woods, only we
musn’t hart him bad.’

*“*But I've heerd o’ people gettin' skeered
to de'th,’ says Jim.

“'Oh, I gness it won't hurt ’im,” I says,
an’ we flxed it all up.

“Well, ho was thare far dinner an’ 1t was
as Jim said, we didn’t ent mueh tigeer, but
we didn’t mind itso bad., Onr time was
comin’. Well, we’scused ourselves 'bout 9
o'clock an’ went an' hid in the woods.
Well, we must 'a laid thare fur three hours

and purty near froze a-waitin’, but after
while we heerd somebody wlistlin’ an’ we
Iaid low an’ dident haraly breathe. Purty
soon we seen some feller comin’ and it
was him, smokin’ a eigar. ‘I'he moon was
shiniz’ an’ we could see him puarty plamn,
whenever be stepped in the hight. When
he got purty near even with ns we jumped
out into the road in front of him. lHe give
& littio start but o'prised us, ‘osuse he did-

o't run a durn bit, and when he cum up he
said ‘Good evenin’ gentlemen’ and started
on, but | says, "Hol’ on & minnit, stranger;
yon bin coaxin our girls’'way from us an’
we want to say to you that thare ain't no
man like you kin do that 'rouund hyur.’

“He smiled a kind o' sickly smile and
saiys: ‘Well, gentlemen, 1 have notin-
tentionally come between you and your—
betwoaen you and yourgirls,’ or something
like that,

“*Well, I says, *we baint particnlar how

ou done it; cow dident you! Take that!

salys, an’ aimed one of my brag right-
handers at his jaw. )

“Butit aidn’t seem to toueh any thing, an’
I sapun 'roand, and 'fore 1 founnd out what
was the matter something hit me under the
eye and sent me plum ofin my teet in a
blackberry bush. Thar must a been a sec-
ond or too I dident know muthin, butl
raised up jest in time to see Jim takin’ a
simeliar trip. I tried to get up, but one o’
my arms hurt awfal. That Eoung man cum
over and ast me ef I was hart bad, and I
tol’ him no. Waell, he helped ns git on our
feet, an” we started off home,

“We never sed a word to each othersll the
way, but went home an’ went to bed. In
the mornin’ I tol’ the folks our cow bhooked
me. I don’t know what Jim tol’ his folks,
but 1 guess they never found out what the
reel trouble was,

“A few days atter we saw somethin’ ’bont
an active and enterprisin’ young horse-
thief detective bein’ doun our way workin’
a cace. Me and Jim looked at each other
and lafled, but we never tol’ any body we'd
seen 'im.”

D —

CAUTION IN SLEEPING-CARS,

Good Advice to Travelers—Look Out for the
Predatory Porter,
New York Tribune.

“1 have learned to watech my valunables
when on a sleeping-car,” said a well-known
Washingtonian lately. “about as closely as
if I were on guard duty. The sieeping-car
companies no doubt try to obtain honest
men in their employ, but some of the port-
ers, not content with squeezing fees ont of
everybody by the familiar blacking-brush
and whisp-broom methods, are not above
extracting at least part of their valuables
1n advance, if the chanee offors.

“Last week, with my wife, I came over
from Washington on a sleeping-car, Her
pocket-book, which, fortunately, contained
only silver and pennies, was carelessly left
in her satchel and that placed on the floor
under the berth. In the morning the pocket-
book contained only three pennies. The
porter, in looking up my shoes to impart
that ghostly sleeping-car shine, bad taken
‘a fiver’ through she satchel near by, The
pocket-book was silver-monuted and worth
many dollars, but the porter, well knowing
that safety lay in trifles, had extracted only
the change and left the purse itself. There
is no redress for these petty thefte. It may
not have been the porter. Who knows?
You were asleep. The only safe remedy, as
1 said, is to watch your property sharply
yourself.

“Three yvears ago 1l was going over from
Chicage to St. Panl on a sleeping car.
had obtained a lower berth, but at the end
of the car. The upper just above me had
been secured by a stout man, who seemed
so reluctant to mounut skyward that [ at
last offered to exchange with bhim. This
ofter be gratefully accefned. Io the morn-
ing, after the usnal sleeping-car toilet, I
was horrified to find that my pocket-book
was gone. The obsequious porter aided my
search and seemed most soli~itous, but the
pocket-book and the $57 it c.atained were
not to be founa.

“f told my fat acquaintance in the lower
berth of my loss. He hstened with extreme
attention and interest, but said nothing.
‘You don't seemn very sympathetic.’ | said.
‘Sympathetic,’ he replied. ‘Of course, I am
sorry for you, but I was thinking of my
owWn escape. Th&t Yorter stole your wallet,
He was, undoubtkdly, after me. Hekunows
I am the manager of a theatrical company,
and concluded | wonld have mouney; bnt
our exchange of berths mixed him up and
bhe went through the wrong man. am
sorry for voun, my friend. You've lost §i7,
but you have saved me §1,800. I won’t offer
to make up your loss, but Y11 losn you $50
just as long as you choose to keep it.’”

THE INTERIOROF PATAGONIA

R

It Comprises 350,000 Square Miles and
the People Number Less than 10,000,

s e

A Vast Unknown Sterile Land, Which Few

White Men Have Visited, and Where the
Principal Industry Is Ostrich-Hunting.

—a—

Correspondence of the Eunday Journal

PuxTA AreExas, Peatagonia.—When youn
sit down to read this letter will you do me
the favor to have before you a map of
South America! Such a map as may be
found in any encyclopedia or common-
school atlas will answer the purpose, if a
better 18 not easily come-at-able. I want
to call your attention particularly to that
portion of the sonthern continent between
the Rio Negro and the Strait of Magellan—
a vast territory nearly a thousand miles
long and 480 miles across in the widest
part—which 15 known to the world (thongh
now erroneously) as Patagonia. With

a total area of 850,000 square
miles, it is larger than either
France, Spain or Enpgland, yet it -is

about themost thinly populated section of
the globe, and thongh now the joint prop-
erty of two highly civilized countries, 1ts
interior is almost as complete a terra in-
cognita as when Magellan touched its
shores just 372 years ago.
state the number of its inhabitants at 3,000;
none go higher than 10,000, and probably
half the latter number would come nearest
to the trnch. The thinness of its popula-
tion is not entirely due to natural disad-
vantages, for many more barren and for-
bidding sections are Jdensely inhabited,
and most of this, barring an excess of rain
and snow in the southwest, is not unpleas-
ant, either as regaras soil or climate.
Observe ow the eastern shore is broken
by & succession of bays and inlets, and

what noble streams tlow i1nto them —the
mighty Rio Nearo (Black river), the Chupat,
or “Chubut,” as it is often called, and i1ts
greater tributary, the Sencgal; the Santa
Crnz, which rumns through a valley from
one to fifty miles wide and fourteen Lun-
dred feet below the level of the plain, till it
joins the lnrﬁer Rio Chico near the Port de
Sta Cruz, and numerouns smaller streams,
nnnamed and unknown, except by a few
migratory Indians, who occasionally pitch
their moving toldas along the banks. See
how the western side in lined with connt-
less islanda, that crowd one avother around
the point of the great ninsula, with nar-
row deep-sea fiords between—mouantain-
islands, mwost of them entirely uhexplored,
and all apparentiva part of the adjacent
Cordillera, wrenched apart in some remote
a by one of those stupendous changes
w?ich writers lightly term a “convulsion
of nature.”
NATURAL DIVISIONS,

The interior of Patagonia naturally di-
vides itself into two regions, as unequal in
size as distinct 1n «eneral features. ‘That
parrow strip weat of the Cordillera, includ-
mng the mountains themselves, and all the
islands, is now claimed by Chili, and,
though good for nothing agriculturally, is
believed to be rich in coal and copper, and
possibly in gold and silver, not to mention
an inexhanstible amount of timber. The
distance is so short between the Andes

and the Pacitic that its longest river, ris-
ing near the summis, measures barely thir-
teen miles in its windings to the coast,

There are several active volcanoes among

its mountains, the largest of which
—Mmchinmadioa—opposite the isiand of
Chiloe, is eight thousand feet high. The
mean temperatare of this region is 35~
‘Fahrenheit, both winter and summer, for
the weather seldom varies from a damp,
penetrating chilliness, which is ore try-
ing to man and beast than a greater degree
of cold 1n a dryer atmosphere. The reason
for this lies in the fact that western winds
prevail, and these, heavily surcharged
with moisture drawn from the limitiess
wastes of the Pacific, strike against the
cold, high mountain wall, and fall in almost
perpetual rain, sleet or snow. In spite of
the cold, this eternal dampness has pro-
duced forests of tropical luxurance, in
whose depths jaguars lurk, and fierce pnmas
(mountain hions), and the shy guanaco (one
of the fivespeciesof *‘camel-sheep” pecnliar
to South America), while along the coast
scals and sea-elephants abound.
“Argentine Patagoma.” whioch comprises
about four-fifths of the whu.!s country
reckoned by square miles, stret:hes from
the Andes eastward to the Atlantic, and is
commonly epoken of as “the Pampas”
(plains), though most of it bears no re-
semblance to the name, The true pampas
begin away up north near the Rio de Ja
Flatta, and end not far below the the Rio
Negro. South of this the whole country is
n succession of stony steppes and grass-
gqu meadows, varied by salt lakes and
rackish marshes. The pebbly surface is
mixed with earth of a pale-gray color,
overlying masses of porphyry, and strewn
with enormous bowlders, gradunally rising
in natural terraces from the ocean to the
Cordillera, the highest terrace reaching an
altitude of thres thousand feet. The soil
is strongly impregnated with saltpetre,
and the numerous small salt lakes are
surrounded by & dazzling snow-white
ernst. In several of these lakes the
water is poisonous, and all bhave

Some authorities

the peculiarity of bemng extremely
cold,in summer-time, and correspondingly
warm n winter, Other places are over-
grown with tall grass, so rank and coarse
as to resemble rushes; alternated by patch-
es of thorny brush-wood, morasses salter
than the sea 1tself, and “salinas,” or beds
of solid salt. often two or three feet thick
nnq covering an area several miles square;
while toward the west the dead level ot
the landscape 18 broken by basaltic ndges
—the home of hawks and eagles. The great
Andean condor here crosses the continent
for the lirst and eonly time. and does not
disdain to baild his clumsy nest upon bare
rocks overbanging inland streams, as well
as on clits that front the sea. Heis ac-
companied into exile by the big, black
turkey-buzzard, and also by two species of
polyborus or eagle-vultures, known in loeal
variance as “‘carranchas” and *“chinian-
goes.”
ONCE A SEA BOTTOM,
Geoliogists tell us that all this country

was once a sea bottom, for everywhere
marine shells are found and otherevidences
that the ocean once rolled over it. Far in-
land the remains of fossil monsters are met
—the giaut armadillo (glyptodon) and colos-
sal mylodons and megatheriums—and sev-
eral hundred miles of the southern coastlis
one vast deposit of tertiary strata, under-
lying a white pumaceous substance chietly
composed of marine infusoria. In surpris-
ing contrast to western Patagonia the east-
ern side is mostly dry and hot, for the frt--
vailing west winds, having been drained by
the Andes, bring no moisture, ‘Iravelers
who bave seen both countries declare that
portions of this bear a striking simi-
larity to the deserts of soutbern
Afrieca—the resemblence being heightened
by the preseunce of ostriches, two species of
which may always be seen scudding over
the Patagzonian plains like ships nnder sail,
Others compnare this to the “Bad Lands’ of
the Colorado and the "“Barren Grouands” of
the Hudson's Hay Company, and others
(generally those who have not been here)
to the Peruvian desert of Atacama, and
even to Sahara, Gobi, Kalahair and the
steppes of Kaurezm, M. Guinnard, the
noted French scientist, who explored this

conntry thoroughly a few years ago, de-
clares that Patagonia has not nearly so

much sterile soil as has been believed; that

nearly all of it is susceptible of cnltiva-
tion, and at least three-fourths of it is
extraordinanly fertilee. However thasg
may Ue, it has never been cultivated at all,
except in the immediate neighborhood of
FPunta Arenas; but there are a few estan-
cias (rauches), especially near the Rio
Negro, where horses and cattle are bred.
There are deep valleys, too, which the
dreaded pamperos cannot penetrate, faur-
rowed by mountain torrents and dotted
with picturesque lakes blackened by wild
ducks that are as tame as barn-yard fowls,
having never learned the fear of man. The
plague of eastern Patagonia is the pam-
peros, or prairie winds, eold and cutting,
that occasionally sweep the country with
the fury of hurricanes, demolishing every-
thing in their P“h' But pvamperos, like
other climatio ills, have their season, and
before the time for their annual recurrence
the Indians retire with their tlocks and
herds to L.os Torranos, the dense forrests
that line the eastern base of the Andes.

OSTRICH HUNTING.

The principal “industry” of Patagonia—
if such a term can be applied to the sloven-
ly habits of Indians—is hunting guanacos
and ostriches, for the skins of the former
and the feathers of the latter are valued
articles of commerce, dnd the tlesh of both

serves for food., For wus time never hangs
heavy in Punta Arenas, notwithstandin

the dearth of what is generally considere

“good society” and however closely we
may be confined in-doors by howling gales
and storms of sleet, for there are ostrich-
huntets to be interviewed, people who
have been brought up, as it were, amoung
those nngainly birds and have spent
the best years of their life pursuing
them. Our interest in the subject never
tlags, and evening after evening we
sit at the feet (figuratively nronkinug. of =
grizzled American, who bailed originally
trom Maine, I believe, bnt has lived in
these parts more than thirty years, and has
come to be considered authority, par exoel-
lence, on_ostrich lore. I wish [ could re-
produce for yon his fuuny drawl and way-
down-east expressions; but space will not
permit more than a condensed statemoent of
the main facts I have gleaned concerning
American ostrichea, In the first place, it
should be understood that two distinet
species of ostriches stalk over these plaine,
and that each species has 1ts range, confined
within certain limits. Thus the great
struthero rhea, which more nearly re.

sew” S the African ostrich,roams the north-
err wpas but never comes below the
C! river. and the smaller, struthero
L) 1i, indigenous to the neighborhood

ot straits, is not found upon the pam-
pa.. she porthern variety is hereabouts
known as “avestruz moro” (gray birds),
their plumage being uniformly gray, while
those of the south have brownish feathers
tipped with white. Both build the rudess
kind of neats—merely & shallow hole
scratched in the ground under the shelter
of a bush and softened by & wisp of grass,
The femnles are evidently the laziest of
birds, for one nest serves for several of
them, who all deposit their eggs in it and
then go gadding about, leaving their hus-
bands to hateh the chicks. There are
nsually from thirty to forty eggs in & nest,
and as each egg is about equal in wsize
to ten hen's eggs it requires counsider-
able spread to cover them. The period
of incubation averages twenty-two days;
and it is & fact that the male bird squals
patiently upon the nest, day afrer day, un-
til all are hatched, and then he looks after
the babies till they are able to take care of
themselves, Daring rainy weather the
faitninl father never leaves the eggs for a
moment, and has been knowun to stick te
them s week or more without feeding,
When the weather is fine he strays away
an hour or two toward evemning, to streteh
his Jong legs and get something to eat. If
a fox or other animal intrudes and steals or
breaks a single egg daring bhis absence, he
knows it the instsut he returns, and then
bhis rage knows no bounds. He will dash
the remaining egga to pieces and dance
around the debris like a Innatic, Afte:r the
batebing period the female lays her exgs
promiscuonsly abouttheplains. Thenatives
oall these “huatches,” and the women and

children spend & good deal of time huus
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